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COWBOY CERRONE 


An Alpha Older Man and Curvy Younger Woman 
Romance 


Cassidy 

He’s my dad’s best friend, but | want him regardless. He’s 
a cowboy, a real man who works with his hands, and this 
curvy younger woman wants to feel his calloused fingers 
that are famous for making curved saddles, grab ahold of my 
curves so | can saddle up and ride him for the first time... 
and forever. 


Colt 

| may be her dad’s best friend but | already claimed her as 
mine long ago. | may be an older man, but an older man 
is exactly what a younger woman like her needs around 
these parts, especially when she runs into a whole mess of 
trouble. 


After | make those dirty bastard’s scream in pain for what 
they wanted to do to her, I’m going to make her scream my 
name from all the pleasure I’m going to give her... always, 
because she’s mine and only mine. Forever. 


*Cowboy Cerrone is an insta-everything standalone 
instalove romance with an HEA, no cheating, and no 
cliffhanger. 


NEWSLETTER 


Wake up to a free, new, original story on Easter morning by 
joining my mailing list and staying subscribed. 


Click here >> Get a FREE book for Easter 


CHAPTER 1 


Cassidy 


| squeeze my leather bag so tight the fresh coat of oil likely 
seeps into my flesh. It’s my most treasured possession in 
the whole world because it was made by him. 


Colt Cerrone. Thirty-nine years of age, and my dad’s best 
friend of a lifetime. 


| was obsessed with him. Had been since | first had feelings 
for a man, and there was only one man I’ve ever had feelings 
for and still do. Him. 


But he barely knew | existed, just thinking of me as his best 
friend’s bratty little kid it seemed. Well today was the day 
he was going to notice me. 


| put an extra spring in my step, making sure my breasts 
bounced a little higher, and shook a little wider, underneath 
my white tank-top. For the first time in my life I'd decided 
not to wear a bra in public, and although terrifying, it was 
only for twenty or thirty yards. 


| ducked behind the convenience store on the corner, pulled 
my bra out from underneath my tank top, and walked by 
Cerrone’s Saddles, the shop he’s owned and operated for 
years. 


Once | pass, I’m going to duck right behind the set of bushes 
on the far side of his shop. The thought of anyone else 


seeing me terrifies me. But him? | want to see his reaction. 
Need to see his reaction. 


The sliding sheet metal doors to his shop are pulled wide 
open, allowing a slight breeze to pass through this blistering 
day. Not to mention that breeze has my nipples peaking 
under the nearly transparent white cotton fabric of my top. 


| look out of the corner of my eye as I pass, watching that 
thick back of his straighten as he runs his forearm across his 
brow. Sweat drips down down his bare torso, across the 
tribal tattoo covering his left pec and then continuing along 
those eight pack abs...or are they twelve? 


How can | count right now when | can’t even think straight... 
can’t even walk straight? 


If the Sheriff saw me I'd for sure fail a sobriety test, yet | 
haven't had a single drop of alcohol. I’m intoxicated all 
right, though. On him. 


The slight breeze enters his shop, swirls around, and brings 
his scent right back into the dusty street | traverse. 


| breathe in deep, even opening my mouth to take in his 
scent along my palette, as crazy as that seems. 


As feral as it sounds I’m hoping for a whistle, an 
acknowledgement of my presence of any kind. 


Nothing. 


I’m angry that the poster child for what a rough and rugged 
cowboy should look like doesn’t so much as utter a hello. 
But that anger only makes me want to try harder to get his 
attention. 


It’s dry as a bone out here, but my panties are as wet as the 
Gulf of Mexico. 


And | wanted his tongue to swim in the sea of need | had for 
him, his thick member to claim me, to dominate me and 
control me just like those thick, calloused fingers of his turn 
raw leather into the finest Western saddles in the world. 


He’s my world. My everything. And he doesn’t even know 
it. 


There’s a lot about me he doesn’t know, like the fact that 
I’ve been saving myself for him and only him. I’ve never 
even looked at another man, or boy, let alone kissed one or 
had desires for one. 


My only desire was for him. And as | take those last few 
steps still watching out of the corner of my eye at how he 
handles that fine leather that’s now a finished saddle, a 
finished product, | want him to see what he could be 
handling instead. 


And how he could be turning me into a finished product, 
taking me from a girl to a woman. His woman...and only his. 


CHAPTER 2 


Colt 


| squeeze the horn of the saddle | just finished so damn tight 
| almost break it off, which is really saying something 
considering I’ve never had a saddle returned, and | offer a 
double-lifetime guarantee. 


That’s right, you can pass my work down to your children, 
something that’s popular with my customers but never 
really resonated with me. 


Until her. 
Cassidy Chisum, my best friend’s daughter. 


| stare at those amazing breasts of hers bouncing in the 
summer sun at high noon. While my line of sight never 
wavers from her luscious curves, | instinctively keep an eye 
on movement behind her or around her. The thought of 
another man seeing what I’m seeing right now fills me with 
rage. Every possessive bone in my body rises up, every 
muscle wants to claim her tightening so hard | could damn 
near lift a tractor out of the mud all by myself. 


As she continues walking my eyes rake across her 
midsection, following those curves right down and across 
her ample ass, those apple bottom jeans only accentuating 
her assets. 


I’ve known her for years, and she was always just Connor’s 
little girl until something happened at that eighteenth 


birthday party of hers. It was like a light switch flipped 
inside me and | absolutely had to have her. 


| wanted her so damn bad that day, but | stayed away. She 
had a full ride scholarship to go away to college, and | 
wasn’t going to stand in the way of that. Her nose was 
always in a book, and | knew studying is what she wanted 
more than anything in the world. 


Plus, what in the hell was | going to say to my best friend? 
Nothing, that’s what. If 1 admitted the way that white dress 
that clung to her curves the day of her birthday had my 
whole world spinning, I’d have looked like a creepy perv. 
Not only that, it would have seemed like I’d been after her 
for awhile. 


But | hadn’t..and still haven't. 


| stayed away. Let her do her thing. But now she’s back, 
graduated, and wants to live in this one-horse town. 


| have no idea why, but I’m not about to look a gift horse in 
the mouth. 


As she passes the edge of my building | want to run out in 
the street, holler at her to come back even though | wouldn’t 
even wait. I’d run right over there, grab her by the hair and 
drag her by her boots right into my shop and use some of 
this leather to tan her hide for being a bad girl, and making 
me wait four long years for her. 


And she’d like it too. But not as much as me. | know this 
because I’m already as hard as a rock, my need preventing 
me from moving out into the street and showing everyone 
what she does to me. For embarrassing her, and myself. 


| set the saddle down on the rack, and type out the two-word 
email to the big-shot Hollywood celebrity who wanted one of 
my creations. 


“It’s done,” is all the message says, and needs to Say. 


Thank god | don’t have to call the guy right now, my 
tongue’s still lodged in the back of my throat, my mouth 
drier than if I'd been sucking on cotton balls all day. 


| move back over to my work bench, laying out a piece of 
leather for the next saddle to be made. 


Normally I’d have my lunch now, but not today. 


| have to keep my mind busy, my hands moving, every part 
of me occupied or else l'Il storm right back into the tiny 
shower stall | keep in my shop, uncage this raging erection 
and beat my dick like he stole something, when the true 
thief is her. 


Yeah, she’s a bandida all right, because she ran off with my 
heart four years ago, first woman to ever do that. But now, 
apparently she’s back, and I’m going to lock her down this 
time so she can’t run off again. 


| line up the nails along the leather, preparing to brogue it. | 
bring the hammer down, making one of the custom made 
patterns I’m famous for. 


The sound of metal on metal is music to my ears, but what | 
want to hear more than anything is the sound of that pure, 
feminine voice of hers screaming my name all night long. 


And then saying yes when | ask her the most important 
question of our lives. 


Then again, | doubt l'Il be able to wait that long to ask her... 
because | plan on taking her, and making her mine. Forever. 


CHAPTER 3 


Cassidy 

The next day 
| spent all night waiting for our house phone to ring. 
Nothing. 


| thought for sure Colt would call my dad for some sort of 
fake reason, really inquiring about me. 


Nope. 
So | swallow my pride and braced myself to try this again. 


But today it’s not a white tank-top, but a red dress, and my 
standard shit-kickers, made by Colt of course. 


He really only makes saddles, but when | graduated high 
school he gave me my bag, and when | made the Dean’s List 
first semester he mailed me a pair of boots, that I’ve barely 
taken off since. Some nights I’d study in them, just sitting at 
my tiny desk in my panties and those boots. 


The smell of leather reminded me of Colt’s shop, and more 
importantly him. 


I'd be focused on learning, but | couldn’t. Leaning back in 
my chair, my fingers would slide past my waistband and 
after just a few circular movements I'd be a goner. 


And now I’m back, and desperate for the real thing. 


| breathe in deep, readying myself to pass his shop once 
again, but | notice a change. The normally arid climate of 
the South is suddenly changing into something it’s known 
for...absolute downpours out of nowhere. 


A single raindrop finds my cheek and it’s decision time. | 
can go now, and make it to the bartending job | just 
accepted down the street at the saloon, or wait...and let Colt 
see me in my dress, drenched. 


To be honest, I’m not interested in that job at the bar, and | 
don’t drink, so | opt for the latter. 


Not twenty seconds later the sky opens, thunder crackles, 
and lightning scissors across the horizon. 


| breathe in and out again, steadying myself, as the cool rain 
drenches me. 


I’m not even halfway across the front of his shop when | hear 
him call out, “Cassidy? That you?” 


He finally noticed me, yet he’s not even sure. He still sees 
me as a little girl and can’t fathom me as the woman I’ve 
turned into. 


“Hey Colt,” | call back. 


“Get your little butt in here and dry off,” his rugged voice 
calls out as he sets down the saddle he’s working on. 


My butt is anything but little, but I’m not one to argue with 
semantics right about now. 


| step into his shop, feeling the rush of all things masculine 
wash over me. 


Steel. Leather. Him. 


This is the lion’s den, and no place for a woman... who 
doesn’t want to get devoured. 


My body tenses as he takes a step toward me, wiping his 
hands with a shop towel and then turning it to the side 
without his eyes leaving mine. 

“| didn’t know you were back.” 

“Just got back yesterday.” 

“You walk by here around noon?” 

“Yeah...I think it might have been about then,” | lie, knowing 
damn well exactly where I’ve been since the moment I got 


back, because my mind has been locked on him. 


“You look pretty wet and the wind is picking up. You don’t 
want to get pneumonia. Better take a hot shower.” 


“You'll give me a ride home?” 

He just stands there, his forearm muscles tightening like 
ropes. “You can take one here,” he motions his head 
backwards, but still keeps his eyes on me. 

“You have a shower here?” 


“It’s small, but it’ll do.” 


“What about these wet clothes?” 


“I'll rustle up a shirt. Should work like a dress on you.” 
“Okay,” | say, the word barely audible. 
He moves closer and my heart slams against my rib cage. 


A pang of fear courses through me at his size, quickly 
replaced by lust. At well over six feet and well over two 
hundred pounds he’s not to be messed with, and knowing 
he’s my dad’s best friend | feel safe, protected. 


But there’s something dangerous about the look in his eyes. 
Something I’ve never seen before. 


“Let me show you to the shower,” his deep baritone 
promises, as he turns nonchalantly as if nothing just 
happened between us. 


And nothing did happen, at least not in the physical that is, 
no matter how badly | want it to. Although something did 
happen with him. 


| see it when he turns, the bulging desire in the groin of his 
denim jeans telegraphing that he wants more, just like | do. 


And knowing he just might have feelings for me feels damn 
good, but not as good as knowing for sure...if and when he 
shoves that massive member so far inside me that every 
cloud in the sky disappears, and all that’s left is the HEA 
with him I’ve always wanted. Always. 


CHAPTER 4 


Colt 


| pull the switch for the 40 watt tungsten light in the back of 
the shop. It’s dark back here, a man cave of sorts. This is 
where | go to eat my lunch, and be at peace. As if having a 
small business which I run all by myself isn’t peaceful 
enough. 


Now, for the second time in twenty-four hours that peace 
has been disturbed. 


| hear the water turn on, finding the floor. Ten seconds later 
it stops, and | know it’s because now that water is rushing 
over her exposed body... just feet from me. 


Fuck! 


How | want to go in there, pull that thin sheet metal door 
open and take her right under that warm water. 


My dick was harder than it had ever been, my heartrate well 
beyond my maximum range, and my fingers digging into my 
palms. 


| didn’t just want her. | needed her. And | couldn’t take this. 
| grab my rope and practice throwing it around the horn of 


the saddle I’m working on. It’s a game I haven’t played in 
years, but | damn near never miss... until today. 


| couldn’t hit the broad side of a barn right now, when all | 
can think about is my hips hitting, slamming into that ass of 
hers as | bury my dick in her from behind while I tug on 
those long, golden locks of hers as my other hand strums 
her clit like a guitar at a campfire. 


And then shove those fingers into her mouth, and let her 
suck them dry. 


The fantasies won't go away, and they’re only worse with her 
so damn close to me. 


Suddenly the water shuts off. “That was fast,” | call out, 
suddenly having diarrhea of the mouth. 


“| don’t need long to get ready. I’ve never really been big on 
makeup.” 


A real country girl, as if | didn’t know it already. And why 
would she need a single spec? She’s perfect as she is. 
Abso-fucking-lutely-perfect. 


“You have a shirt for me?” 
Shit. | completely forgot. “Yeah, let me grab it.” 


| go to my drawer and yank it open, only to see the cedar 
bottom looking back up at me, and not a shirt. 


Damn, | wore the last extra last week when it was blistering 
hot and | changed mid-day. | don’t normally wear a shirt, 
but | needed it to block the rays of the sun. 


Rushing to come up with a plan, | make quick work of the 
shirt I’ve got on, damn near ripping the buttons off and 
Sliding it off my arms as | move to the shower. 


“Here ya go. It’s not perfectly clean, but it’s better than wet 
clothes.” 


The door opens slightly and | turn my head to the side, 
wondering if | get the right angle through the crack if l'II see 
exactly what it is | want to see... that pretty, pink pussy of 
hers that I’m going to claim. 


But what | don’t want is to spontaneously combust or 
explode at the sight. Not yet, at least. 


| sure as shit do want to explode, but in a different way... 
inside her. Filling her with my seed and breeding her. 
Putting my baby in her belly and making us one, always. 


“Thanks,” she says, and | hear the door squeak as it moves 
slowly back, almost as if it’s asking me to look, but | resist. 


Damn, | wanted her here and now, but I had to wait. She'll 
be mine soon enough. There was no doubt I was going to 
claim her, and once | do she’s going to be mine... forever. 
When I see something | want it’s as good as mine, and that’s 
exactly what she already was. 


Mine. 


CHAPTER 5 


Cassidy 


| pull Colt’s shirt to nose, my eyes closing as | breathe in the 
scent of raw, unfiltered masculinity from behind the bar. 


“Two Jack and Coke’s and three Coors Lights, Cassidy! 
Where are they? | put the ticket here over five minutes ago. 
It’s not like we’re busy,” Gus, one of our waiters says. 


But we are busy, at least my mind Is. 


The bar is extremely close to Cerrone’s Saddles, but Colt 
insisted on giving me a ride over, even though the rain had 
pretty much subsided. | managed to borrow a pair of short 
shorts from a co-worker, who keeps extras in her car in case 
things get rowdy at the bar and someone spills something 
on her. The shorts, paired with Colt’s flannel remind me of 
my roots here in this small Southern town. 


But this time I’m not thinking of riding horses, I’m thinking 
more along the lines of reverse cowgirl...as | bounce up and 
down on Colt’s cock. 


But Colt hasn’t given me many indications he’s as interested 
in that asl am. They say a true cowboy knows when to ride 

and when to ride away, and right now it looks like | won’t be 
riding into the sunset with Colt anytime soon. 


“I'll get right on them. Sorry,” | say, quickly pouring the 
Coors Lights from the tap and then hurriedly opening the 
Coke’s to mix with the Jack. 


Even with the smell of alcohol in the room, Colt’s scent still 
permeates my senses. | smile wistfully and my lips part as | 
daydream about what it must be like to be his. 


As one hand pours the drinks, the other absently toys with 
the edge of his shirt before | run my finger along the collar. 


| may be at the bar in the physical, but mentally I’m in Colt’s 
arms. 


My hand moves until it winds up underneath his shirt, right 
on my heart. 


“Are you Okay back there?” Sheri asks. “You’re rubbing 
yourself something fierce. Either you’re overheating or your 
trying out for Mel’s Midnight Review. 


“Just a bit hot under the collar,” | say softly, not even caring 
about her words. I’m alone in my own mind, and nobody’s 
going to bring me down from this high. 


| put the drinks on the tray and hit the bell. 


“Two Jack and Coke’s, not three. And three Coors Lights, not 
two. Get it together, Cassidy!” Gus shouts. “This is first 
fucking grade math.” 


| apologize because he’s right. | do need to pull myself 
together, but that’s not exactly going to be easy right now... 
and work till closing today to try and pay off those student 
loans. Despite a full ride scholarship | still needed to borrow 
some money to get by. 


And right now I’m not getting by at all, and all | can think 
about is a full and complete ride on Colt, complete in the 


sense that he fills me with his seed, and gives me his baby. 


| may be college educated, have my own interests, which 
mostly revolve around getting lost in books, but that doesn’t 
mean I can’t want him to get lost inside me and keep me 
barefoot and pregnant in the kitchen. Forever. 


CHAPTER 6 


Colt 


| pull up to Connor and Cassidy’s house not thirty minutes 
after | closed up shop earlier than | ever have. 


| can’t let this go on. This needs to be addressed. Now. 


| exhale hard from inside my Ford F150, and my eyes start 
blinking rapidly despite the sun being overhead and not in 
my eyes. 


| yank the collar of the white T that luckily | had in the back 
of my cab, and then run my hands down my pant legs. 


My breaths are quick, shallow, and exhibit all the signs of a 
man with something to hide. 


“Now or never,” | say under my breath, and put my shoulder 
into the door, my body wanting me to stay here in the truck 
and avoid saying what | need to say to my best friend. 


| can’t believe | feel this way. When | come over here for a 
visit l'm always excited. Hell, | usually bolt out the door like 
a hunting dog the minute he sees birds on the water, or 
raccoons in a tree. 


Not today. 
| feel a tingling in my toes as | walk across the gravel to his 


front door. I’m completely aware of everything right now. 
The crunching of each and every rock under my boots. The 


smell of the air. How my body is slightly hunched forward 
like I’m trying to protect myself...from my best friend. 


This. Is. Fucking. Crazy. 
Because I’m crazy about her. His daughter. 


My knuckles find the thick oak front door and | rap on it 
three times. 


“Hold yer’ horses,” | hear Connor’s voice call out, not even 
realizing | was knocking like | was in a hurry. 


“Hey, Colt. What’s up, buddy?” Connor says as he arrives at 
the door...a long hunting knife in one hand and the 
sharpening stone in the other. 


So much for my idea just to blurt out what | needed to say. 
“Your sharpening your knife?” 


“Yeah, you Know. Never know when you're gonna need it at 
full sharpness in these parts. A bear could come out of 
nowhere, or even just a bobcat try and jump you from 
behind. Gotta be swift and drive it right into their heart.” 


“True,” | say, swallowing hard. 


“It’s not easy living out here. Might even need to stab a 
man one day, as much as | hate to think about that. You 
hear what happened down by Old Man Johnson’s farm the 
other day?” Connor continues along without even waiting 
on me. “Some son of a bitch tried to roll up and tie up his 
wife. Didn’t know Johnson was out back. Johnson didn’t 
waste a second letting him know he’d made a fatal mistake 
either.” 


“Yeah, these parts are a bit rough,” | say, just agreeing with 
the man who’s holding the oversized weapon. 


“So what brings ya by today? A game of horseshoes?” 


“Well, | was thinking maybe we could go fishing or 
something.” 


“Fishing? Now? Inthe middle of the day? You think they'll 
be biting at this hour?” 


“Yeah, you’re right,” | say, leaning back on my heels, both 
literally and figuratively. 


“You know, just thought I’d drop by and see how you were 
doing.” 


“Well, you shoulda been here an hour ago.” 
“Why’s that?” 


“Cassidy’s back in town and I’m sure she'd love to see ol’ 
Uncle Colt.” 


“Uncle Colt. Right.” Even if | wanted to add something to 
that | couldn’t, my throat completely dry. 


“Maybe a quick game of horseshoes?” Connor offers up. 
| start coughing and point at my mouth. 
“Let me get you a drink of water,” he says. “Come on in.” 


“Nah, | got some in the truck,” | manage to say in-between 
coughs. “I better get going.” 


“You had time to go fishing, now it feels like you’re on the 
run from the law or something.” 


“Nah, just... you know how this time of year is. Don’t want to 
catch pneumonia or something.” 


“You not feeling well? We can put you up in the spare 
bedroom just in-between mine and Cassidy’s. We can keep 
an eye on you until you’re well.” 


Sleeping one room over from Cassidy, with her dad on the 
other side? 


My eyes glance back down at that knife, which he’s now 
holding at his side like an Old Western gunslinger. But this 
isn’t a gun, this is a knife, and like the saying goes, “You 
don’t bring a knife to a gunfight.” Well, | brought nothing to 
what could be a knife fight if | let my intentions for his 
daughter slip before | get outta here. 


| feel my heart palpitating and my face go numb, completely 
cold. 


“You look like you saw a ghost. Get yer ass in here and have 
a coffee and some raw onions. Open your sinus right on up.” 


“| gotta go,” | say again, and this time | don’t wait for an 
answer. I’m off his front porch and down his front stairs and 
turning over the key in my truck faster than a wild maverick. 


“Catch ya later, Conner,” | yell, but make sure not to make 
eye contact. 


The last thing | see is him standing there at the edge of his 
deck in my rearview. He’s got one eyebrow raised and he’s 


Slapping that wide knife blade in one palm, as the toe of his 
right cowboy boot rises and falls in time. 


It was definitely time for me to get outta there, and wait 
until another time to tell him his daughter’s mine. For the 
rest of time. 


CHAPTER 7 


Cassidy 


“We work in the oil industry,” one of the guys in the group 
sitting at the bar says. 


“I know. | see the logo on your shirts, briefcases, and even 
your watch.” I’m tempted to ask them if their mom also 
stamped it on their socks and undies. 


“That’s not our company logo. That’s a Rolex logo.” 


| cross my arms and bite my lip. Part of me wants atip. A 
bigger part of me doesn’t want to lose my job. And the 
biggest part of me wants to ask if they picked up that watch 
in some back alley somewhere for a hundred bucks. 


| tap my foot behind the bar, the pace quickening as these 
men’s eyes slither across my torso. Colt’s shirt was too big 
so | tied it off, and apparently | left a single square inch of 
Skin showing and these guys are on it like a piranha ready to 
devour a morsel in the Amazon. 


It’s extremely rare that guys pay me any attention, but this 
is definitely not the kind of attention that counts, or | want. 
Drunk guys sizing up what they hope is a quick lay, are 
definitely not something I’m interested in. Never have 
been. Never will be. 


Because my interest is only on Colt. 


“So, what will it be, boys?” 


“How about you bring us a buttery nipple and then we can 
progress to sex on the beach.” 


“Eight shots coming right up,” | say, my math suddenly 
much better. Four shots of each drink to each of the guys 
will be a nice sum for the bar this time of the day. 


“Wait, we were just joking,” one of the guys says, his hand 
darting out and grabbing me by the wrist. 


My jaw clenches and I raise an eyebrow, giving hima 
pointed stare. 


But he doesn’t let go. 

“Your skin is so soft.” 

“You know what’s not?” 

“What’s that?” one of the other guys asks. 


“The tip of the knife blade underneath the counter. Now 
take your fucking hands off me, or else.” | widen my stance, 
preparing for a confrontation. Drunks are unpredictable. | 
learned that walking home on campus when the library 
would close at midnight. You learn how to avoid drunk frat 
boys jumping up and down in their floral print boxer briefs in 
the fountains around campus. | definitely got an A in that 
unofficial subject. 


And I’m not going to subject myself to this kind of nonsense, 
or abuse. | just started working here, and I'm not afraid to 
quit...despite the dwindling size of my bank balance, and 
the growing size of the interest on my student loans. | can 
only imagine if | hadn’t gotten that scholarship. 


“Or else what? You dumb enough to bring a knife to a gun 
fight there, missy. You sure talk a big game for such a short 
woman,” the man with his hand on my arm says. 


| look around for my coworkers, but one is on break out back 
smoking a ciggy and the other is serving a big group out on 
the patio. | need to buy some time and figure out how to 
handle this. | sure as hell didn’t sign up for this, and the 
solution isn’t in the company handbook that consisted of, 
“Just serve ‘em what they want and collect the money.” 


“Why don’t you tell me what you do want, then, and I'll get 
it for you gentleman.” 


“Seems like she’s changed her tone quite a bit now,” the 
one man says, letting his suit coat fall closed. | hadn’t even 
noticed the peacemaker he had concealed. 


Suddenly my lower lip trembles and | feel like there’s an 
eight hundred pound gorilla sitting on my shoulders, 
clawing at my back. My eyes gloss over as my breath comes 
in and out in short bursts. 


Those spread legs of mine tighten as my body goes into a 
flight or fight response...and I’m sure as hell not fighting 
four guys who have concealed weapons. 


| can literally feel an odor coming from my body as a cold 
bead of sweat runs down my spine. 


“Why’s your face so white?” one of the men asks. 


“Shut up, Daryl! | still haven’t told her what we want.” 


Daryl laughs like a hyena that’s just stumbled upon a fresh 
kill while the man with my arm leans in closer. 


“See, | like it when they’re scared. That makes what we 
wanna do all the more fun. See you gone and pissed us off 
and now what we want ain’t in those bottles behind you. It’s 
in those little shorts of yours.” 


“We can’t go back to prison, Clyde,” the man next to him 
stutters. 


The word prison causes everything in my body to stop. 
There’s a ringing in my ears and all | can see is the man’s 
mouth moving, spit spraying from in-between the rotten 
teeth in his mouth. | can’t hear a thing, but | can sure feel 
the grip on my wrist tighten, and | see the other man stand 
up at the bar and unzip his fly! 


| open my mouth to scream, but nothing comes out. 


The man who’s got me grabs the empty Pabst Blue Ribbon 
bottle next to him on the bar and lifts it as he swings it 
toward my head. 


| go to duck, but he pulls me toward him, and | brace myself, 
preparing my chest and waist to slam into the edge of the 
bar, my head to slam into the bar, and that bottle to crack 
right across my skull. 


CHAPTER 8 


Colt 


| throw my truck in park and step out into the street, making 
my way to the entrance of the saloon where Cassidy works. 


If | can’t tell her dad what my plans are then l'Il just have to 
tell her instead, and l'Il address him another time. 


| wanted to do it like a man, let my best friend know, but | 
can’t wait any longer. | have to get this off my chest, and 
get a ring on her finger and a baby in her belly. 


| push open the doors to the saloon and my eyes make a 
beeline for the bar. 


Four pricks are laughing up a storm, but it’s not them that | 
see. | see her, the terror on her face, and the man who’s got 
her by the wrist. 


Anger shoots through every part of me and | take off ina 
dead sprint. 


The man who’s got her grabs a bottle, raising it and pulling 
her toward him as he prepares to hit her over the head with 
it. 


Oh hell fucking no! 
| cover the fifteen to twenty feet faster than anyone in 


human history, diving the last five or ten, just as the bottle 
begins its descent. 


My elbow drills his wrist, the bottle falling back to the bar, 
while my other forearm finds the back of his skull driving it 
right into the solid oak bartop that’s been there for over fifty 
years. 


The crack of his skull is quickly followed up by the crack of 
the second man’s jaw as | drill him in the face, dropping him 
to the floor in a helpless heap. 


The other two men reach inside their jackets and | yell out, 
“Duck behind the bar, Cassidy!” 


| don’t even have time to turn and look, but instinctively | 
Slide to the side in case they fire she won't be in the line of 
the bullets...even though there’s no way in hell I’m giving 
them a chance to get a shot off. 


With only one hand free on each man, their other hands in 
their respective jackets as they go to pull their pistols, 
throwing off their center of gravity and balance, | use the 
millisecond to cup my hands and bring them towards each 
other, shattering an eardrum on each. 


But | don’t stop there. 


My rage carries me through and | drive each of their skulls 
into the other, where they join their friends on the floor. 


| just stare at their near-lifeless form, my eyes drilling the 
bullet holes into them before their bullets could do the same 
to me. 


“Holy shit!” somebody calls out and I grab an empty beer 
bottle and pivot on my heel, ready for more attackers, but 
it’s just one of the employees. “I think you killed them.” 


“They’re not dead, but they should be for treating a woman 
that way. Especially my woman.” 


“We should call the cops.” 
“Well then quit talking about it and get to doin’ it.” 


The boy sets the tray down and pulls his phone from his 
pocket. 


“You okay?” | say, turning to Cassidy who’s clearly shaken 
up. 


“Yeah. Thank you, Colt.” 


She’s shaking and it pisses me the fuck off to know someone 
did this to her. 


| reach down and pull the weapons from the men, quickly 
removing the bullets from the chambers and then carefully 
and quietly lay their guns on the shelf behind the bar. As | 
do | feel a knife there, and my teeth gnash against one 
another. 


The thought of my woman working in a place where she has 
to potentially protect herself with a knife... or at all, 
especially against armed men, does not fly with me. At all. 


| pat them down and find some knives sheathed and 
concealed on the sides of their legs. | quickly take those two 
and turn, making sure the kid saw where | put everything. 


“What the hell’s going on in here?” Billy, the manager of the 
bar says, as he enters. 


“What’s going on, Billy, is that you didn’t properly protect 
my woman, give her a safe place to work. The boy over 
there can tell the cops what happened, as if you can’t tell 
just by looking. And you’re gonna close this bar down until 
you've got a metal detector at the door and other 
precautions to protect anyone, man or woman, who is ever 
employed here again. If I see to it to allow you to open, and 
| won’t until those changes are made. 


Billy is no small cowboy, but he wisely keeps his mouth shut. 
“Sorry about that, Colt.” 

“You better be,” | snarl. 

But | don’t have time for anyone else but her right now. 
What’s done is done and she’s safe, and never stepping foot 
in here again. And that literally starts right now. 

“I'm okay. Really.” 

She barely gets the last word out of her mouth and I’m 
behind that bar scooping her off her feet and carrying her to 


the front. 


“Į can walk, Colt,” she says, kicking, but I’m not letting her 
out of my arms, no matter how much she bucks. 


| carry her back to my truck, and put her in the passenger 
Seat. 


“Colt!” she protests, but I’m not having it. 


All | can think about is how good she felt in my arms just 
then, and how much I never wanted to let her go. 


The Sheriff's car comes storming up to the bar and he and 
his deputy burst out of each side with their guns lifted as 
they dash into the bar. 


The Sheriff's a good man, and a good cop. | know he’s got 
this under control, which is good. 


But what’s not good is the one thing that’s clearly not under 
control right now. My need for her. 


| jump in the driver’s side and peel out of there, leaving a 
spray of gravel behind me. 


The sun may not be setting and we may not be on my horse, 
but we’re riding off right now...that’s for sure. 


And it’s time to tell her the ending to this story before she 
might even know it’s beginning. 


I’m not one to spoil movies, but it’s time to tell her how this 
romance is gonna play out in real life. 


With her as mine. Forever. 


CHAPTER 9 


Colt 


We pull up to my house and | help her out of my truck. 
Offering my hand and helping her down gives me a chance 
to touch her, and l'Il take any chance I can get to do that. 

| offer her my arm and escort her to the front steps. 

“You're quite the gentleman,” she says. 

“Being a gentleman is the right thing to do. You’ve been 
through a traumatic experience and there could be sudden 
and unseen consequences after.” 


“I'm fine. Really.” 


My phone rings as I open the door. “Okay, Sheriff. Thank 
you. l'Il let her know when | see her.” 


| hang up, and turn my phone off. | don’t want any 
distractions when she’s in my presence, not that anything 
could pull my attention away from her, but still. 
“Everything okay?” 

“Sheriff says those men were wanted in four counties, and 
three states. They’re going behind bars for a long, long 
time. So they won’t be bothering you anymore.” 


“Good.” 


“Something else.” 

“Okay?” 

“Apparently there was a ten thousand dollar reward for 
information leading to the capture of each and every one of 


them, so you've got forty thousand coming your way.” 


“My way? I was about to... well, you saw. | had nothing to do 
with reporting them or their capture.” 


“It’s not up for debate. The money’s yours. That will tide 
you over until you can find a proper job, a safe one... if you 
decide to work again.” 

“If | decide to work again? I’m barely twenty-two.” 

“That’s old enough.” 


“For what?” 


The intensity in my eye sharpens even more. “You heard 
what | said back there.” 


“You said a lot of things,” she says, leaning closer towards 
me. 


“| said you were my woman, and that’s the truth, Cassidy.” 
She swallows hard. 


“And | won’t have my woman taking any job where she’s got 
to wear Daisy Dukes and parade around in front of other 
men. You're smart as a whip. You can make a lot of money 
with that brain of yours...when you're not making me 
babies.” 


“Babies?” 


“You heard me.” | pause. “I know I should take my time, let 
what we have grow, but as far as I’m concerned we’re way 
past that already.” 


“Are we?” Her lips part slightly in excitement, in 
anticipation of my next words. She has a bright-eyed look 
as she jitters her foot against the floor and bites her lip. 


“If you knew how far past that | was...if I told you... you’d 
take off out that front door running and never come back.” 


“How do you know | don’t feel the same way, Colt?” 
| say nothing. 


“Maybe | want exactly what you want. And maybe! want... 
even more?” 


My cock pounded in my denim jeans, begging to be freed. 
The thought that her feelings for me could be more intense 
than mine for her was ludicrous. | was already addicted, and 
if her feelings for me were just ten percent of my feelings for 
her, well then that was like pouring gasoline on a raging 
bonfire. 


Part of me was ready to go full throttle at her pseudo- 
confession. And part of me was trying to stay in control, to 
back the fuck down before | absolutely lost it. 


| take a step back before moving into the kitchen where | 
can steady myself on the table, gripping the edge so hard 
the oak creaks. 


| can’t maintain. I’m going to splinter the wood and havea 
heart attack in the process. “Tell me what it is that you 
want.” 


If she was going to come at me the way she just did then | 
wanted to hear her desires straight from her mouth. Now. 


No backing down. No more stepping away. No more 
concern for what her dad might think, or even do. 


My desire was too intense and there was no going back. | 

needed her more than | needed life itself, because without 
her | was a dead man walking. With her by my side, | was 

the luckiest man on the face of the earth. 


She moves into the kitchen closer to me and my passion 
starts to take over. | grab her by the hips and lift her up 
onto the countertop. 


“Tell me,” | demand, not letting go of her, wanting to rip my 
shirt off her and devour her, despite how fucking amazing 
she looks in my clothes. 


| want to see her with that freshly fucked look in the 
morning, always wrapped in my clothes, for the rest of my 
life. The rest of our lives. 


She leans in, her pupils dilating, the physical signs giving 
her away. 


This was real. She did want this just as much as | did, and | 
had to wonder if she’d wanted it for just as long too. 


My hands slide off her hips and take the sides of her ass, 
grabbing her juicy globes hard as | wait to hear the words 
fall from her lips. 


“| need to hear what you want. | need to know everything.” 


“Everything is only one thing,” she says so softly | can 
barely hear her. 


“Then tell me. Say the word. What is it that you want?” | 
growl. 


“You,” she says immediately and with full conviction. 
| snap. 


My hands move around and grab the part of my shirt she’s 
tied off, yanking it forward so damn hard her body jerks 
toward me and the buttons go flying. 


Her body presses against mine and my lips crash into hers, 
claiming her mouth for the first time. 


“Then all of me is exactly what you’re going to get,” | groan 
into her mouth in-between devouring her lips. | should be 
romantic, take her to some fancy dinner and even fancier 
hotel, but that’s not me. I’m a cowboy through and through, 
and | know she’s a country girl herself. 


We live rough and rugged, surrounded by animals and crops 
that we make grow. And that’s exactly why the animals in 
us come out so damn freely, and when it does it’s time to 
make something else grow. Something that we can nurture 
with more than water and sunlight. 


Babies. Our babies. 


My fingers knife into her hair and | pull her head back, 
exposing her neck which | kiss as gently as | can, which isn’t 


very gently at all. 


“I want you so fucking bad. I’ve wanted you for four long 
years and now I’m going to have you,” | confess. 


“l've wanted you always,” she moans as | grab the underside 
of her chin and kiss along her collarbone. 


“Then you’re never going to have to want anymore because 
I’m going to give you every last part of me. And by give 
you, | mean in every way...including inside of you.” 


I'd completely lost my mind for her. She’d turned me into a 
feral beast, but the reality is she’d done it a long time ago. 

It was just now that all that pent up need had a chance to 
come to fruition, and damn right I’m gonna plant my seed so 
far inside her body she has no choice but to take it, breed 
with it, and start our family today. 


| lean into her so hard, so possessively, that her hands find 
the countertop behind her, which only pushes her breasts 
farther forward in my face. 


| grab the middle of her bra, yanking the fucker so hard it 
rips and her big tits come bouncing out. 


| damn near explode in my pants, but manage to suck in my 
abs hard, contracting my entire lower abdominal and pelvic 
region and hold off my climax. 


My mouth comes down on one breast, my tongue tracing her 
areola just before | suck the nipple, pulling back anda 
popping sound bouncing off the walls. 


Her back arches, pushing her chest right back into my face. 
| cup the sides of her breasts inward and take both of her 


nipples in my mouth, licking, sucking, teasing. Claiming. 
But it’s not enough. | need to be inside her. 

Her hands grab for my waist, her palms sliding along my abs 
before she grabs at my shirt, tugging it up. | don’t make her 
wait, grabbing it my damn self and yanking it up and over 
my head before tossing it to the side. 

My hands grab her ass, pulling her body off the counter and 
into me as her legs wrap around me and her tits press into 
my skin. The skin on skin contact is the hottest fucking 
thing I’ve ever felt in my entire life, my body on fire, as | 
carry her out of the kitchen and toward the bedroom. 


My head is spinning with desire and anticipation and | don’t 
know if | can make it the few steps to my big bed. 


| pin her back against the wall and grind my hips into hers. 
“Take me, Colt. Be my first.” 


| growl, pause and pull back, staring her in the eyes as my 
hand grabs her chin possessively. 


“You were waiting for me?” 
“Always.” 

“No one even kissed you?” 
“No one even looked at me.” 


| snarl. “Mine. Always.” 


Every possessive bone in my body was ready to claim her. 
Every. Fucking. One. 


| pull her in for a deep kiss, power and energy rushing 
through my veins as | carry her to the bedroom before 
tossing her straight onto her back and quickly unbuckling 
my oversized buckle. 


“| don’t want to do anything wrong,” she says, looking up at 
me as she slides out of her Daisy Dukes and panties. 


“You'll never do wrong in my eyes, beautiful. But if you 
need some help then here’s what you can do. You can 
spread your legs wide open and show me that sweet, 
glistening pussy that I’m going to eat in about three fucking 
seconds flat. One...” 


Her knees part like the Red Sea and her index and middle 
finger each find a side of her lips, before they scissor 
outward, exposing that tiny hole that I’m going to stuff my 
massive dick straight into. 


“Two.” But first my tongue. 


| throw myself onto the bed, my tongue flat as | lick straight 
up her crease, her hands bracing themselves against the 
bed and giving her leverage as her ass comes up off the 
mattress and she presses her entire pelvis into my face, 
painting my entire face with her cream. A fucking pussy 
painting, and dammit if I’m not the luckiest “canvas” in the 
world. 


She continues grinding her cunt against my face as | lick 
and lap and suck in a completely feral free for all, until | 
can’t take it anymore. 


| grab her hips hard, and slam her ass down on the bed, 
pinning her there so | can feast on her middle. 


My tongue darts inside her before coming out and flicking 
the bottom of her nub. | take her clit in my mouth and twist 
and turn it, treating it like a Maraschino cherry and I can’t 
wait to devour her sweetness. 


And is she ever sweet. | was never much of one for sweets, 
but | see that changing real fucking fast. 


Her pussy tastes like strawberries and cream on a hot 
summer’s day, and | could eat a whole bushel basket’s 
worth... of her cream. 


My fingers dig into her ass, treating her midsection like a 
bowl as | wait for her to come in my mouth, my tongue rolled 
out like a red carpet ready to welcome everything she has to 
give. 


“Colt! I’m gonna...|’m...1’m coming!” she cries out as her 
body bucks wildly and her knees slam into the sides of my 
head, release and then slam into me again. 


I’ve never felt so alive in my entire fucking life as she 
explodes like a geyser in my mouth. | lean even more, my 
mouth moving so I can cup her entire opening, taking her all 
down just as quickly as she can give it to me. 


And my body begging for more. More nectar from her sticky 
sweet fountain of youth. 


A full minute later her body finally starts to still, although 
her chest is still rising and falling like the ebbs and flows of 
the sea. 


| tip my head back, close my eyes, and moan, “Awwww.” 


“What was that?” she asks in-between attempts to catch her 
breath. 


“If you knew how you tasted you’d do the same thing.” 


Immediately | slide two fingers inside her because there’s 
nothing, absolutely no juices, outside her body. | cleaned 
her completely. 


| can only get one in part way and the other is a struggle 
too, but | manage to scoop just enough cream to bring up to 
her lips and rub them to the point she opens her mouth and 
| slide my fingers in, rubbing them along her gums on the 
way out. 


“Oh my god. I’m not sure if that was gross or amazing.” 


“It’s from you, natural, and fucking perfect... just like 
everything about you.” 


“You like my body?” she asks, her body pulling back, 
recoiling almost, as if she doesn’t feel like she’s enough. 


“| fucking love it, and I’m going to show you just how much 
right fucking now.” 


CHAPTER 10 


Cassidy 


“Ask me to be your first. Beg me,” he says. “To be your 
only.” 


His hand fists his cock as he mounts me, the crown just 
inches from sliding into me for the first time. 


My breath hitches and | don’t know what slams harder and 
faster...my heart into my ribcage or all the thoughts in my 
mind of him finally taking me for the first time. 

“I want you, Colt. | want you to be my first and only.” 

His jaw clenches. “Want or need?” 

“Need,” | shoot right back. 

“Then ask me. Ask me now,” he growls. 

“Colt?” 

He mumbles something animalistic and incoherent, but it’s 
an acknowledgement that he heard me call his name. Then 
suddenly he says, “You know how hard you make me just 
from hearing you say my name?” 

| look down between my legs at his enormous rod, the one 
that | have no clue how it’s going to fit inside me. “Uh huh,” 


| say, sizing him up. And it’s not just his length, but his girth 
that has me on edge. 


“Ask me. I’m gonna explode all over you, mark you, if you 
don’t hurry up. And we don’t want that. I’ve been saving 
this my whole life to put inside you, to make a baby with 
you.” 


| exhale hard. 


“Colt, will you take me, make me yours. Fuck me just how 
you want. Lose control, and fill me with your seed until I’m 
crying out and pregnant?” 


In one swift move he buries his entire rod inside me and | 
lose the ability to breath. 


The prick of pain is intense, but damn | feel so alive right 
now. 


“| couldn’t control myself,” he says, his body hinging at the 
hips as he growls into my ear. 


“Good, because | don’t want you to,” | whisper back. 


His back straightens up and ever so slowly he slides his 
length out of me. 


I’m not sure which is more painful, the swift way he claimed 
my sopping wet channel for the first time, or the void inside 
me when he slid his dick back towards my entrance. 


My hands lunge for his hips, willing them to thrust forward 
and fill me again. The thought that | could do something to 
control this massive man’s body movements is a joke, but 
my brain isn’t functioning right now... only feeling. 


| experienced a near death experience earlier and now I’m 
experiencing the culmination of life, bonding completely 
with the man of my dreams. 


This giant man that has the ability to make me feel small, 
precious, and even loved... despite the fact that he’s damn 
near out of control. And his lack of control is what does it for 
me more than anything else in this moment. 


Knowing that I have literally no experience yet I can still 
turn this manliest of men into a complete wreck, possessing 
him with need for me and only me. 


“You ready?” 
“Uh huh,” | nod. 


“Once I get going I’m not going to be able to stop. Hell, I’m 
already damn near at my eruption point. I’m trying every 
trick in the book to make this last, fighting to stay in the 
game, but | can’t much longer.” 


It’s only then I look and notice he’s pinching the skin in- 
between his thumb and first finger, trying to trick his brain’s 
attention, direct it to somewhere else on his body not to 
ejaculate too prematurely. 


| want that though. | want him to fill me as soon as possible. 


“Will you come in me, Colt? Will you lose control 
immediately?” 


Knowing how he liked me to ask | just ask again, and it 
works. 


His hips start moving vigorously as he enters me...in and 
out... before a few seconds later he’s fucking me like a 
demon possessed. 


The headboard slams into the wall, and | hear wood splinter 
and the legs of the bed coming up and slamming back 
down. 


“Oh fuck!” he howls, before his hands find the wall behind 
the headboard and his hips power into me like a locomotive. 


He’s filling me completely with each stroke and the pain is 
barely there anymore. | feel intense pleasure, pride in 
knowing he’s close, and desire and anticipation in wanting 
his seed. 


Suddenly he grabs me by the hips and pulls my middle into 
his, grinding me against him as my clit gets extreme 
stimulation and | fall over the edge of the cliff, spiraling into 
the abyss of my second orgasm just as | feel a hot gush of 
his baby making juices fill me, exploding inside me multiple 
times before hot ropes and aftershocks ravage his being. 


And just like that he collapses on top of me, completely 
spent, his dick still buried to the hilt inside me. 


The feeling of all his weight on top of me strangely makes 
me feel safe, protected, and...loved. 


“That was incredible,” | say in-between gasps for breath. 


“You're incredible,” he fires right back. “And now, you’re 
mine. Always.” 


CHAPTER 11 


Colt 


| plop down on the log while Connor paces around the 
campfire, shaking out his fists that are starting to swell just 
as fast as the places on my body and face where he landed a 
bevy of solid blows. 


| didn’t fight back, just let him get the anger out when | 
broke the news to him. And like a real man, a real friend, 
despite what he probably thinks right now, I just stood there 
and took it, offering no resistance. 


Through the glimmer of the fire | see Cassidy standing off to 
the side, trying to stay out of sight but she can’t ever do 
that when I’m around. | can feel her presence, always. 


| just turn and mouth, “Everything will be alright,” making 
sure Connor doesn’t see me. No sense in pouring salt onto 
an open wound, not to mention the man practically keeps an 
arsenal in his home. 


She was worried, and | wanted nothing more than to run 
over there and comfort her, but | can’t right now. | have to 
wait until Connor stops fuming. 


Finally, he sits down, fidgeting with his hands on a log next 
to me, scratching his face, and just basically acting like a 
complete tweaker until finally he exhales hard, closes his 
eyes and stills completely. 


In that moment, Cassidy takes the opportunity to step 
forward out of the shadows and puts her hands on her 
father’s shoulders, massaging them gently. 


If it was any other man | wouldn’t tolerate it, and would 
wring his neck, but this is different. This is family, and 
obviously not sexual in any way. 


“I'll always be your little girl,” she says softly, but my acute 
hearing in this moment picks it up. Despite the black eye 
and blows to the head my hearing is turned way up. Maybe 
Connor hit me in just the right spot and actually gave me an 
upgrade. Who knows? 


All | know is she’s mine, and | will not tolerate anyone trying 
to stop us, including my best friend... her father. 


“How long have you two been at this?” he asks, just staring 
into the fire, a slight accusatory tone to his words. 


“Just since yesterday, Connor. | swear to you.” 
“You weren’t driving, or flying to college to see her?” 


“| give you my word | wasn’t. | stayed away all this time, 
knowing her future was more important than being here in 
this one-horse town with me, no matter how badly | wanted 
it.” 


“How badly you wanted it?” he says, turning to me. “So 
these feelings aren’t new.” 


“Something inside me flipped at her eighteenth birthday 
party. | tried to write if off, but | just couldn’t. | knew | had 
to have her, but still, more importantly | had to wait. If she 
got a job in the big city or moved away then | wouldn’t 


follow her. But when she came back, well, | couldn’t take it 
anymore.” 


“No letters, emails, or anything like that?” 
“No, dad. | swear,” she says. 


“| want to say | understand what you’re thinking, but | 
wouldn’t want to pretend to know what it feels like to be in 
your boots. | will say if the tables were turned I’d react the 
Same way. That’s why I didn’t put up a fight when you just 
used me as a human punching bag.” 


“Who said | was done?” 


“ldo. You had your swings, got in your licks, now it’s over. 
Cassidy’s mine and that’s that. At some point | have to dig 
my heels in the dirt and draw a line, and that time is now. 
We need to move forward with what we have, and I need you 
to accept that, or I’m sorry...to stay out of our way.” 


He says nothing and I rub my hand along the back of my 
neck. Maybe I went too far. 


“I’m not trying to challenge you on your own property, what 
I’m doing is just trying to explain how much she means to 
me. This is real. This isn’t some passing fancy, some puppy 
love, some summer romance. This is forever.” 

“How can | know that?” 


“You ever seen me with another woman?” 


Connor straightens out his legs and then runs his hands 
along his pants. “Can't say that | have.” 


“Because | don’t partake in meaningless things, as you 
know. I’m going to say too much right now, but it needs to 
be said.” | pause. “Connor, | was never with a woman 
before, never wanted to. | had everything | ever needed in 
my saddle shop, but not anymore. As much as I love making 
saddles | love your daughter more, and | plan to be her one 
and only,” I lay out on the table, leaving out the part where 
we've already gotten to know each other on the most 
intimate of levels. I’m trying to calm him down, not fire him 
back up. 


“| guess | can’t say I’ve ever known you to be irrational or do 
things spur of the moment.” 


“Exactly,” | say. “Which is why the significance of this 
should mean a helluva lot to you.” 


| move forward to the fire, pulling out the branding iron | 
secretly slid in just before | broke the news to him. I’m not 
gonna lie, it was partially there as a weapon in case | needed 
to knock him out or pin him down, but thank god | didn’t 
have to use it. 


And now l'm going to use it for its intended purpose. 

“Colt, what are you doing?” Cassidy says, standing. 

| rotate my shoulder inward and bring the end of the 
branding iron to my skin, driving it into my flesh as I grit my 
teeth. | count to three and pull it back, grab a hammer and 


start beating the tar out of the brand. 


“What in the hell are you doing, Colt?” Connor says, rising 
up off the log. 


“I’m marking myself forever, for all the world to know. You 
can change a necklace and you can remove a tattoo, but a 
brand is for life.” | pause. “And I’m destroying the mold so 
this stays a one-of-a-kind. Forever. Just like your daughter.” 


Cassidy comes running over and kisses my shoulder, sealing 
it in place with her kindness and compassion...a true 
Southern girl. 


“Are you crazy?” Connor asks. 


“Damn right Iam. Crazy for her.” | grab her and pull her in 
tight, claiming her mouth like it’s the first kiss all over again. 


When we finally come up for air we both turn and look at 
Connor. 


“Was that really necessary?” 


“When you're in love, everything to do with claiming your 
woman is necessary.” 


Connor just nods. “All right then,” he says and slowly makes 
his way back into his house. 


“Should we follow him? I mean, you know him better than | 
do actually. And you’re both men,” Cassidy says. 


“That man needs to be alone now, to process everything 
that just got thrown at him.” 


“Okay,” she nods. “What about us?” 
“Everything’s going to be okay, like | promised you a minute 


ago. We just need to give him time to come around. He will, 
| Know him and can see it.” 


“You think?” 
“I know, just like | Know how much | love you.” 


“And | love you,” she says, and our two lips meet again. 


CHAPTER 12 


Cassidy 
One week /ater 


My dad cuts off the power to his truck and we glide the last 
fifty yards to Colt’s driveway. 


“Are we making a sneak attack, dad?” 


“He’s still the enemy as far as I’m concerned,” dad says, but 
| can tell he’s full of bull pucky. 


| carefully grab my egg salad from the cab and we make our 
way into Colt’s place. 


It’s the first time dad’s seen him in a week, and they 
manage to greet each other with a handshake and cordial 
hello’s. 


“Food’s ready. Let’s head on out back,” Colt says. 


As the evening goes by and the men both consume copious 
amounts of meat, and surprisingly large amounts of alcohol, 
things start to loosen up. Both Colt and my dad darn near 
never drink so to see them having one is a complete shock. 
By the time they’re on their fourth and fifth I’m completely 
blown away. 


| was expecting them to be lightweights, but apparently 
they’re so darn big and have such amazing blood flow from 


all the things required for country living, that their bodies 
are processing the booze. 


I’m just glad to see them smiling and joking around. 
“Another one?” dad asks. 

“| need to do something first.” 

“Oh yeah, we should put some more meat on the flame.” 
“Something more important than that,” Colt says. 


“What’s more important than a Southern barbeque with 
ribs?” my dad says. 


“This,” Colt proclaims, taking a knee and my hand, and 
flipping open a small black, velvet box. 


“Cassidy, the only woman I’ve ever loved and will love. The 
only woman who makes my heart skip a beat, and makes me 
know I don’t want to skip one second of this crazy life 
without you. The woman of my dreams, and the one whose 
eyes | want to look into each night before she falls asleep to 
dream, and so I can dream of her.” | pause, surprised | have 
these words in me, but | guess when they come from the 
heart they just flow naturally like this. “You’ve been mine 
always and I’ve always been yours. Now I want to make it 
official in all ways, and show you off to the world forever. Be 
my wife, because this man can’t live another second without 
you as my woman.” 


“It’s all I've ever wanted, Colt. You. Yes,” | say softly as he 
Slides the ring onto my finger. A perfect fit. 


Colt lifts me up and kisses me hard before setting me back 
down on my toes. 


| turn and look at my dad who just nods. Suddenly my eyes 
narrow and | have to know. “Did you know about this?” 


“The enemy thing was just to throw you off. He asked me 
last night, told me what he wanted to do.” 


“And?” 
“| gave my blessing.” 


| run over to my dad and kiss him on the cheek. “Thank 
you.” 


“And I’m thankful you found the one man on earth | know 
will take care of you better than anyone, well, except your 
old man that is.” 


“I'll do my best,” Colt says, suddenly next to us, shaking my 
dads hand. 


“Your best has always been the best I’ve known, Colt. I’ve 
got complete faith in you. Now, if you don’t mind I’m gonna 
need to borrow a horse from the stable because I’m not fit to 
drive home.” 


“We can make that happen,” Colt says. “Just remember to 
stay off the side of the road or they can actually get you with 
a DUI if you’re on the paved part.” 


He throws his arm around my dad’s shoulder and walks him 
to the barn. 


And | lift my finger, watching it sparkle next to the campfire. 


| look up and ask, “How did | get so lucky?” 

My eye immediately finds the North Star and it makes me 
think of Colt. He’s like a beacon in the night to guide me, 
with his age, experience, and patience. 


He’s a real man who knows what he wants, and all he wants 
is me. 


Yeah, he might be my dad’s best friend and there was a 
rough patch there for a few days, but best friends are best 
friends for a reason, because their friendship is forever. 


Just like me and Colt. Forever. 


“Yah!” | hear and watch as my dad zips by on one of Colt’s 
horses. 


Seconds later Colt is back by my side. “Now where were 
we?” 


“We were getting engaged,” | say. 

“Well technically we are engaged, soon to be Mrs. Cerrone.” 
“Cerrone, | like the sound of that.” 

“And you know what | like the sound of just as much?” 
“What’s that?” 


“You screaming my name when I’m putting babies in your 
belly,” he says scooping me off my feet. 


“Hey!” | playfully protest. “There is one thing | like the 
sound of even more,” | say as he carries me up to the house. 


“| bet | Know what that is,” he says, because it’s the best 
thing in the world. 


“You wanna venture a guess?” 

“| don’t need to guess because I’m sure, just like I’m sure 
about us and I’m sure about...” he says, letting the pause 
hang letting me know he’s ready to solve my riddle. 

“Uh huh,” I say, anticipating his words. 


“| love you.” 


All the air inside me exhales and | feel complete peace, love, 
and completion. “And | love you.” 


He leans in and gently kisses me on the lips as we arrive at 
the back door. 


| lean to the side and grab the handle, causing us both to 
laugh. 


“So here we are,” | say, as he carries me across the 
threshold. 


“You were always there, right under my nose, and now I’ve 
got you and I’m never letting you go.” 


“I love you.” 


“| love you.” 


EPILOGUE 


Colt 


Five years later 


“Who’s gonna bring the horses in?” Cassidy asks as we sit 
on the porch in our swing. 


“You know | will, but l'Il need you to hold Chet.” 
“I can do that,” she says, looking down at Clay. 


We've each got a child in our arms. Chet is four and Clay is 
two...and they’re both passed out, just as the sun’s about to 
set. 


That’s how it goes around these parts. We put in an honest 
day’s work for an honest day’s pay, and nothing is a better 
form of “payment” at the end of the day than Cassidy’s 
dishes from that cast iron grill she loves so much. 


| lie back on the swing, listening to it creak as it sways in the 
wind. 


“This is the life, isn’t it?” my wife asks as we both stare out 
into the distance, watching the horses graze under the 
amber glow of light, the last of the day. 


“You're my life,” | say, carefully leaning over to kiss the top 
of her head without waking our boys. 


| sit my book down and wrap my one free arm around her. If 
you told me I'd be the type of guy to read books, and fiction 
at that, I’d tell you you were crazy. But I’m crazy about her, 
and it’s a habit | picked up from her and haven’t stopped 
enjoying since. 


We love to just sit back here in the evenings, listening to the 
crickets chirp, the locusts and cicadas buzz, as long as 
there’s not too many of them that they threaten the crops in 
our garden, and the coyotes howl in the distance. 


The coyotes don’t worry me one bit. I’m a protector. It’s in 
my blood. And I’ve taken all precautions to make sure those 
coyotes never harm one of our animals, or heaven forbid, 
one of our family members. | would never allow that to 
happen, because they mean the world to me. 


Speaking of world, this year we’re taking a couple 
vacations. One with the boys and one without. Grandpa’s 
gonna watch them, as he loves to do. I’m sure they'll be up 
for the fishing and hiking and horse riding. The missus and | 
will be putting our feet up and tipping back a few cold 
lemonades in the shade of a palm tree on a beach. 


It’s been five years since | scaled way back my Cerrone’s 
Saddles business, but sales are up tenfold. | got so popular 
with the Hollywood crowd that | just kept raising prices, 
thinking they’d eventually stop ordering, but instead they 
just ordered more until | had to hire some help. Now my 
staff does almost all the work, although | always inspect the 
quality of each saddle before it ships. 


Protector of my business, just like my family. | watch over 
everything. 


Cassidy yawns and | can see this long day’s about to claim 
another victim. “Sunset in your eyes about to put you to 
sleep too?” 


“Nope, because that would mean | don’t get to do my two 
favorite things.” 


“Which are?” 
“Make my family chicken pot pie and then have dessert 
later... upstairs,” she says, motioning back with her head 


toward the house. 


“| was thinking maybe after the boys are tucked in and we 
finish telling them stories we might go for a walk.” 


“Where to?” 


“Nowhere and anywhere at the same time. | really don’t 
care, as long as it’s with you.” 


She sighs, leaning her head on my shoulder and | give her a 
good squeeze. 


“| better put the horses in the barn,” | say. 


She playfully thumps the zipper on my jeans. “Looks like 
another horse is about to get out of its barn.” 


“You know he likes being in your barn a whole lot more.” 
“| know, we have three reminders of it right here.” 


| reach over and put my hand on her stomach, feeling the 
kick of a tiny foot and the whole world stops for a minute. 


“Little Cheyenne’s ready to come out,” | say, not ever 
wanting to take my hand from my wife’s belly. 


“Any day now.” 

“You know what that means, right?” 

“We'll have three children?” Cassidy laughs. 

“It means l'Il be ready to put another one in ya.” 
“You're always ready for that?” 

“Have you looked in a mirror lately?” 


“Yes, | have and | see droopy eyelids from chasing two boys, 
saggy boobs, cellulite forming on my—” 


| bring my finger to her lips, silencing this nonsense. 

“All | see is a woman | can’t resist, one that’s sacrificed years 
of her life to give us the family we both want. And | swear to 
everything holy that makes your body sexier than ever, with 
each and every day we share together.” 


“You're just saying that to make me feel good.” 


“Am I?” | say, looking down at my jeans, reminding her of my 
need for her which she just pointed out seconds ago. 


“That’s just because of me? You're thinking of me?” 
“I'm always thinking of you, woman. You’re mine and there’s 


nothing more urgent than the need | have for you each and 
every second of every day.” 


“Urgent, huh? Maybe we'll have to see if we can slide out of 
the swing without waking the boys and...uh hum,” she says, 
clearing her throat. “Deal with some of that urgency.” 


“Now that’s what I’m talking about.” 


We carefully lay the boys down in the oversized family swing 
| built with the “help” of the boys, and take off running 
behind the tree, like a couple of teenagers. 


The minute her back finds the bark of the oak tree that’s 
over a hundred years old, I’ve got my pants down and I’m 
buried inside her. 


“Right there. You got it,” she moans, and | count backwards 
from one hundred, trying not to finish too fast. 


But | didn’t pick one hundred randomly. Not only is the tree 
over a century old, but I know it’s going to be here for 
another century. 


Because one day when I’m gone from this earth, waiting in 
heaven for my woman to join me, l'II be able to look down 
and know my boys are here watching over her, and these 
great plains for another generation. 


This house will be theirs just like she’s mine. We're all just 
caretakers for the next generation of Cerrone’s. Lucky for 
me there is another generation, because without her this 
would have been the end. 


Thanks to her this is only the beginning... of forever. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


Cassidy 
Five more years later 


“Good job, boys!” | call out, watching them practice trotting 
on a few of the smaller horses while | work with Cheyenne 
who I’ve got atop a miniature pony. 


“Look at those two beautiful girls,” Colt calls out from his 
position over with the boys. 


“Who wants beef jerky?” a voice beckons from up at the 
house. 


“We do!” everyone yells, and my dad comes out, pushing 
the stroller with our twins Dallas and Dakota giggling up a 
storm. 


| stop and help Cheyenne down, watching as she gently pets 
her pony, Prince. She’s addicted to feeling his mane, and | 
can’t say it isn’t the cutest thing I’ve ever seen. 


We all make our way over to dad, grab some jerky, and then 
take a seat in our respective tires which hang from the big 
oak tree in the backyard. 


Colt managed to hang a whole mess of tires out here, and 
they all kinda face in a circle, so it feels like we’re together 
in moments like these. 


Then again, togetherness is something we always feel 
regardless. 


Colt leads like a true patriarch, a cowboy who knows just 
which direction we’re “riding” each and every day. 


He watches over us, protects us, and with his business now 
fully franchised, provides for us in a way | never thought 
possible. 


He gives me all the credit because of my “slick college 
degree,” but really all | did was open up an Instagram 

account and employ a few basic marketing tactics and 
things really took off. 


Before long private equity firms from New York were offering 
to buy us out, but he refused before they could even get on 
their fancy jets to offer us eight and nine figure deals. 


“The Cerrone name is priceless,” he’d told them. When they 
suggested a branding change, he hung up the phone, 
mumbling to me something about all a cowboy has out here 
is his word. And the word Cerrone will belong to us and us 
alone. 


It’s an unusual name, and | like its uniqueness. | also love 
the fact that it’s ours, and that he’s willing to stand up and 
show our family what’s most important in life. 


And that is exactly that... family. 


“Gets any hotter out here and we might have to slice open a 
watermelon,” dad says. 


“Yeah!” the kids cry out in unison. 


“Who's gonna turn the crank on the ice cream?” | ask. 


“You got all the stuff?” Colt says, freezing, his jerky hanging 
out of his mouth. 


“Hal Look at dad!” Chet says, and quickly he and Clay 
imitate their father. 


It’s amazing how much our boys resemble him, and how 
they’re already very big for their age...just like their dad. 


Then again they say things are bigger out in these parts, 
and | guess they’re right. Just like my love for him, this life 
he’s given me, and that | get to share it with him and my 
dad, still best friends to this day, right here each and every 
day in the place I’ve always called home. 


But home isn’t a place, it’s a feeling. Lucky for me it’s 
always been here, first with my dad and now with him. 


My home. My love. My everything. 
“Have | told you | love you today?” Colt says. 


“| wasn’t going to forget the stuff to make homemade ice 
cream, because | know you love it.” 


“| do, but there’s nothing in this world | love more on a hot 
day...than you.” 


“Me on a hot day?” 
“And a cold day, and a cool day, and a warm day, and every 


day,” he rattles off quickly, giving my tire a playful kick 
sending me in the other direction. 


But the momentum carries me right back to him, and he 
wraps his arms around me. 


“| played marbles in the dirt as a kid. | know how force 
works.” 


“Well why don’t you force those lips down on mine?” | tease. 
“Believe me. You don’t have to force me,” he says, grabbing 
my behind with plenty of force, but in a way the kids can’t 


see. 


But they can see his long, possessive kiss and the way he 
pulls me in tight. 


“Can I get a kiss too, mommy?” Cheyenne asks. 


“You sure can, sweety,” | say, after Colt lets me come up for 
air. 


Little Cheyenne jumps down from her tire and comes 
running the few steps towards us with her tiny steps. 


Colt scoops her up and brings her to his chest, kissing her 
everywhere. 


| thought the thing | loved most in the world would always 
be when Colt kissed me. In a way it always will be, but right 
up there with it is something else. 


Watching the love he gives our family. 


He’s a beast in the streets, especially if he feels like 
someone or something, is a threat to any of us. 


But he’s a big ol’ teddy bear here at home. 


Our home. Together. 


“| love ya, pumpkin!” he says, lifting Cheyenne in the air 
and moving her around like an airplane as she giggles 
hysterically. 


And | love being his. Every moment of it... with my man. 


Forever. 
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